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SONGS, G 
IN THE 


- SURRENDER os CALAIS, 


S O N G.—SERJEANT. 


85 M Y comrades, ſo famiſh'd and queer, 
| Hear the drums how they jollily beat! 
They fill our French hearts with good cheer, 
Altho we have nothing to eat. 

Rub a dub. 


CHoRus oF Solos. 


Nothing to cat—Rub a dub, 
Rub a dub—we have nothing to eat! ! 


11. Then 


II. 


Then, hark to the merry-ton'd 3 
To hear it will make a man younger; 
T tell you, my lads, this is life! 
| For any one dying with hunger. 
Took a too. 


Cuonxus OF SOLDIERS. 


Dying with hunger—Toot a too, 
Toot a too, we are dying with hunger! 


III, 
The foe to inſpire you to beat, 
Only liſt to the trumpet, ſo ſhrill! 
Till the enemy's kill'd we can't eat; 
Do the nee may eat all you kill. 
Kan ta rau. 


CHORUS. 


Well eat all we kill; ran ta ran! 
Ran ta ran, we may eat all we kill! 


SONG 


(5-23 


8 O N G.—O'CaR ROL. 


(Ola Iriſh Tune.) 


OH! the moment was ſad, when my love and 
1 parted: 
So vourneen deeliſh ailein oge! 
As J kiſs'd off her tears, I was nigh Weben 
ee 
So vourneen deeliſh ailein oge! 
Wan was her cheek, which hung on my 
ſhoulder, 5 
Damp was her hand no marble was colder! 2 
I felt that I never again ſhould behold hers 
80 vourneen dcœeliſh ailein oge! 


1 
When the word of command put our men 
into motion, 


So vourneen, &c. &c. 
O, , I buckled my knapſack, to crofs "7 wide 


ocean. 
90 vourneen, &c. &c. 


Briſk 


« 3 


Briſk were our troops, all roaring | like thun- 
der ! 
Pleas'd with the voyage — impatient for 
_ plunder . 
My boſom with grief, was anal torn aſun- 
„ | 
So wurneen, &c, &c. 


Il. 


Long I fought for my country, far from my 
true love ; 
80 vourneen, &c. &c. 
All my pay, and my booty, I hoarded for you, 
love; 
So vourneen, &c.: &c, 
Peace was proclaim'd ; eſcap'd from the 


laughter, 
Landed at Om. wet girl I ſought 
her; 
But ſorrow, alas! to her cold grave had 
brought her. 


So vourneen, & c. &c. 


The ſecond Stanza of the toregoing Song is omitted 


in Repreſentation. 


GRAND 


( 9 ) 


Grand MARTTAL CHoRus. 


1. 


WAR has ſtill its melody : 
When blows come thick and arrows fly, 
When the ſoldier marches o'er 
The crimſon field, knee-deep in gore; 

By carnage, and grim death ſurrounded, | 
And groans of dying men confounded 
If the warlike drum he hears, 
And the ſhrill trumpet ſtrikes his ears, 

Rous'd by the ſpirit-ſtirring tones, 

Muſick's influence he owns: 


His luſty heart beats quick and high. — 
War has ſtill it's melody ! 


II, 


But when the hard-fought day 18 — 
And the battle's fairly won; 
Oh! then he trolls the jolly note, 
In triumph, thro' his ruſty throat: 
N B And 


(wo) 
And all the ſtory of the ſtrife 
He carols to the merry fife, 
His comrades join, their feats to tell ; 
The chorus then begins to ſwell: 
Loud martial muſic rends the ſky !— 
This is the ſoldier's melody! 


* 


END OF ACT I, 


F 
ACT II. 
DUET.—La GLOIRE AND MapzLoY, 
_— 
* 
9 5 MapzLoN. | 
Co UD you to battle march away, 
And leave me here complaining ? 
I'm ſure *twou'd break my heart to ſtay, 
When you were gone campaigning. 
Ah! non, non, non, | 
Pauvre Madelon 
Cou'd never quit her rover; 

Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 1 
Wou'd go With you all the world over. 

| | II. 
Cheer, cheer my love, you ſhall not grieve 3 
A foldier true you'll find me: 
I ſhou'd not have the heart to leave 
My little girl behind me. 
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(12) 


Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shouꝰ d never quit her rover; 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, 
Shall go with me all che world over. 


III. 


La GToiRE. 


And can you to the battle go, 


To * woman's fear a ſtranger } ? 


MapzLon. 


No fear my breaſt will ever know, 


But when my love's in danger. 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, 
Fears only for her rover ! 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Will go with you all the world over. 


5 IV. | BoTH, 5 


| Born. 
Then let the world jog as it will, 
Let hollow friends forſake us; 
We both ſhall be as happy ſtill 
As war and love can make us. 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall never quit her rover; 
Ah! non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 


Shall 90 with tn * all the world over “. 


3 * 


8 ON G.—MaptLon. 

| i Bouquet de Romarin.” 
LITTLE thinks the townſman's wife, 

While at home ſhe tarries, 

What muſt be the laſs's life 

Who a ſoldier marries. 
Nor with weary marching, ſpent, 
Dancing now before the tent 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier. 


** The ſecond Stanza of the foregoing Duet is omitted 


in n Repreſentation, 


„ 


(cu) 
17. 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcorning; 


Only griev'd her love muſt riſe, 


And quit her in the morning: 
But, the doubtful ſkirmiſh done, 
Blithe ſhe ſings at ſet of ſun, 

Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier. 


III. 

Shou'd the Captain of her dear, 

Uſe his vain endeavour, 

(Whiſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear) 

Two fond hearts to ſever : 

At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff, 
Laughing thus, ſhe'll put him off, — 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


For her jolly ſoldier! 


SONG 


SON G,—MapELon. 


. My Zelica now.” Dt | 
I tremble to think that my ſoldier's ſo bold, 
To ſee with what danger he gets all his gold; | 
Yet, danger all over, twill Keep out the cold, 


And we ſhall be warm when we're 
marry d. 


. 

For riches, 'tis true that I covet them not, 
Unleſs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot; 
And he ſhall be maſter of all I have got, 


The very firſt moment we're marry dt. ; 


III. 


My heart, how it © beats | but to lai to the 


day, | 

In church, when my father will give me 
| away: 

But that I ſhall laugh at, I've heard many 

e 


1 day or two after we're marry d. 


Grand 


06) 
: GRAND CHhoRus, 


SOUND, ſound, in ſolemn ſtrains and ſlow; 


Dolly beat the muffled drum; 


Bid the hollow trumpet blow ; 

In dreaded tones, clear, firm, and low ; 
For ſee ! the. patriot Heroes come. 
Peace to their noble ſouls ! their bodies die, 
Their fame ſhall flouriſh long in memory! 

Recorded ſtill in future years, 

Green in a nation's gratitude and tears. 

Peace to the Heroes, peace ! who yield their 
blood, 

And periſh, nobly, for their country $ good ! 


- * 
— 


END OF ACT 11. 


(rn ) 


r Wn 
SON G.—O'CarRor. 
BK "oF Young Caſe y's the Lad, 4 


: N HEN was at home; I was 5 merry and 
_ friſky, 


My dad kept a Pigs and my mother ſold 
whiſkey; 
My uncle was rich, but wou'd. never -be 
_ealy, 

Till I was enliſted by Corporl Caſey. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal 

= 

My dear little Sheelah, I thought wou'd r run 
crazy, 

When 1 trudg'd away with tough 0 1 
Caſey! 

1. 

1 march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was 

thinking 

On Sheelah, my beart in my boſom was 


S | But 


18 N 


But ſoon 1 was fore d to look freſh, as 2 
daiſey, | 


For fear of N dravhing from Corporal C aſey. 


Och! rub a dub, row de dow, pern 
C 

The devil go with him! 1 ne er cou'd be 
lazy, 

He ſtuck in my Aire fo, ould Corporal 
Caſey. 


IIt. 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
That fell on my pate, but they Dorey me 

rarely; "Wee. 7 
And who ſhou'd the firſt be that drop — 

why, an't pleaſe ye, 


T Tt was my good friend, honeſt Corporal 


Caſey; | 
Och rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal 
_ Caſey. 


Thinks I you are quiet, and I ſhall be eaſy, 


80 eight years I fought without Corpora] 
* 
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. 
Grand C fokus. 
Engliſh. 
REAR our Engliſh banner high, 
In token proud of victory 
Where'er our god of battle ſtrides, 
Loud ſound the trump of fame; 


Where'er the Engliſh warrior rides, 
May laurel'd conqueſt grace his une; 


=o rench, 


Yet on the victor s heart let Truth engrave, 
That heaven- born Mercy beſt becomes the 
| brave, 


Engliſh. 
Joie; rear the Engliſh banner high, 
= poken Propd of victory 5 
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